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HcmadcablufhingcitaUof himlelfe, ; 

And chid his trewafit youth with fuch a grace, . ; 

As'iF he maftered there a double Ipirit ■ . . ' 

Of teachingi^hdtif learning inlhtntly : • , v > 

I'lie^e did he paufe.but let me tell the world, ■ 

If he QUt-liv e the envy of this day, . . 

did never owe fo fweete a hope. 

So much mifconftred in his Wantonnefie. 

/i/of. Cofinjl thinkc thou art enamoured 1 

Onhis follies ; never did I hcare 
Of any Prince fo wild at liberty ; 

But be he as he will, yet once ere night, 

I will imbrace him with a Souldier s arme, • ' 

’thathefhall iBrinke under my courtefie. • ; 

Arme, arme with ipcede,and fellow Souldiers, frien^. 
Better conlklcr what you have to doe, - ^ 7 

That I that have not well thegift of tongue/ 

Canlift your blood up with pcrfwafion. ' Enter 

-^^]/lMyL6rd,hereare Letters for^ou. 

Het^. cannot read then! now, 

O Gentlemen, the time of life is fliortj 
To fpend that fliortnefle bafely, were too long : . 

If life did ride upon a Dials poynt, . ' , 

Srillendedatthearriyallofan hpwer, , : ' ' 

And if we live, we liveto tread on Kings; ' ' 

IfdicjbravedeathjWhenPrincesdiewithus.- 
Now for our confciences, the armes is fere. 

When the intent forbearing them is juft * Enter mtkr. 
MefUy Lord,preparc,theX^»^ comes on apace, 

Bot.l thanke him, thathc cuts me from aiy tale: 

For I profrife not talking, only this. 

Let each man doe his bell: ; and hnrc draw I a Sword, 

Whofe temper I intend to ftainc 

With the bdl blood that I can meete withall. 

In the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now efperance ' 7 ’f?rj',and fet on, 

Sound all thc'lofty inftruments of warre, 
by that mufickedet us all imbrace. 


Henry th^Vourth, 

For heaven to earth , fome ofus never lhall 
Afrcondtimedoefucha courtefy. 

Heere tkej embrace,the7'rHmfets jomd'y the King enters mth 

his power, alarnm to the battelli thep enter Do wglas,<*?K/ Sir 
Walter Blunt. 

What is thy name that in Battell thus thou crolleft me ? 
What honour doll: thou feeke upon my head ? 

IfcDtfw.Know then my name is 

Andl doe haunt theein the battell thus, \ 

Becaule Ibme tell me , thairthou art a King. . 

Blunt Xhsy tell thee true. 

D »u>.The Lord of Stafford deare to day hath bought 
Thy likenefle: for inftead of thee. King Harrjy 
This Sword hath ended him , fb fhall it thee, 
Unleffethouyceldthec as aprilbner. 

Blunt.l was not bometo yecld,thou proud Scot, 

And thou lhalt find a King that will revenge 
Lord Staffords death. 
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j had triumpht over a Scot. 

D OB', Al’s done, al’s won,hcre breathleffe lies the King. 

Hor. Where? . r ' -Oow.Heere. ' 

"Hot .This *Doyvglas > No, I know, this face frill well, 

A gallant Knight he was,his name was ‘Elunt - 
Scmblably fumilht like the King himfelfe. 

poM’.Ahfooole, goe with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought to® deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a King ? 
^of.TheKing-hathmany marching in his Coates. 
Dw.Now by my Sword.I will kill all his Coates; 

I le murder all his Wardrop , piece by piece. 

Untill I meet the King. Up, andWay . 

Our Souldiers ftand full fairely for the day . 

i^larumy Enter Falfiaffe jolnsl 
„ ^ ^®nld Icape Ihot-free at London y I frare the 

inot heere .• beer’s no fcoring butupon the pate.Sgft, who are 
you?i’;r Walter S^»r,there 1 i honourfor you,heer’s no vanity. 
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